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Val. Do fo,foi- it is worth the liftningto , thefc nine in But. 
krotn,that 1 told thee of. 

Pr<»* So,two more already. 

F al. Their points being broken, 

P oinet Downe fell his hofe. 

Val. Began to gin me ground; but I followed me clofe.c ame 
in foote and hand,5c with a though t,feuen of thecleuen I paid, 
Pm.O monftrous! eleucnbuckrom men grown outoftwo! 
fal, Butas the diuell would haue it, three mif-begotren 

knaues,inkendal greene,cameat my backe,and letdriucatme 
foritwasfodarke, Hal, that thou couldfl: not feethyhand. 

P rtn. T hefe lyes are like the father that begets them,grofle 
as a moutaine,ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind gutsthou 
kn otty-patedfoolc,thou horfon obfcenc greafie tallow catch, 
fa/. Whatf art thou mad? art thou mad 5 isnotthetruth the 
truth? 

Vri/i, Why, how couldfl thou know thefemen in Kendall 
g rcene, when ic was fo darkethou couldft not fee thy hand/ 
corretell vs your reafon,What faieft thouto this? 

P out. Gome, your reafon Iacke, yourreafon. 

F al. What, vpon compullion?Zoundes,andIwereatthe 
ftrappado,or al the racks in the world,I would not tel you on 
compulfion.Giue you a reafon on compulfio? ifreafons were 
as plenty as blackebcrries, I would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfioo,I. 

,Pri». Hebe no longer guil tic of this finne. Thisfanguine 
coward,this bed-prefl’en,,this horfe-back-breaker, thishuge 
hilofflefh. 

F<«/.Z.bloud you ftarueling,youelf$kin,you dried neats tong, 
buls«pizzel,you ftockefifh: O for breath to vtter ! vvhatislike 
thee?you taylers yard,you fheach,you bowcafe, you vile Han- 
ding tuckc. 

Pi-»»,WeUbreath a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfe in bafe coniparifosjiearc mefpeak but thus 
P oi, Marke,Iacke, 

Pr/, Wc two,faw you foure,fitt on foure,& bound them,& 
were mafters of their welth:marke now how a plame tale flm 
put you downcrthen.did weetwo fetonyoufoure, and with* 
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Henry the fourth. 

word,outfac’t you from your prize,& haue it 4 yea,& can fbeW 
it you herein thehoufe.Sc FalftalfFe, you carried your guts a* 
way as nimbly, with as quick dexterity ,& roared for mercy,& 
flill run&roare,a$euerIheardbul-Calfe.Whataflauc art thou 
to hack thy fw ord as thou haft don?& then fay it was in fight. 
What tricke? what dcuice i what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide theefrom this open and apparant fliame? 

poin. Come lees heare,Iacke what tricke haft thou now? 

JW/.By theLordjl knew ye as wel as he that made ye, Why 
heareyou,mymaftcrs,wasit for me,to kil the heire apparant/ 
fhould I turne vpon the true Prince?vvhy r , thou knoweft lam 
asvalianta^fierculesibutjbevvareinftinfte , the Lion will not 
touch the true Prince,inftm£t is a great matter . I was a coward 
onin(lmft,I fhall thinke the better of my felfe, & thee, during 
mylifc>I,forav«liatit Lyon, and thou/ora true prince ; but, 
by the Lord,lads,Iam glad you haue the money.Hofteirc,clap 
to the doores, watch to night, pray tomorrow, gallants, lads, 
boyes,hearts of gold, al the titles ofgoodfellowfhipp come to 
you « What fhall we be merric,fhall wee haue a play extent' 
pore; 

TVw. Content, <3t theargumentfhal be,thy running away. 

£«f/.A,no more of that Ha 1,& thou louft tne.Snterhoftejfe. 

Bo, OIefu,my Lord the Princel 

Pn# How now my Lady the hoirelTe, what faift thou to me? 

H». Marry,my L.thereis a nobleman ofthecourt,atdoore 
Would fpeake withyourhe faics,he‘comes from your father, 

Prut, Giue hima>much,as willmake him a roya 11 mankind 
lend him back againe to my mother, 

Pal, Whatmannerof man is he? 

Ho. An old man. 

F«4What doth grauitie outofhis bed at midnight ? Shall! 
giue him his anfwcre? * ° 
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firs.birlady you fought faire,fo did you Peto, fc 
v ni /„° l | Kardo W ou are Lyons too, you ran away vpon inftinch 
^ouwil not touch the true Prince, no fie. ’ 

oar, Faith, I ran when I fa w others riume. 
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Vrince, 
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